THE RIVIERA-1882-84

answer to his mother's inquiries: "I survived where a
stronger man would not. There were never two opin-
ions as to my immediate danger; of course it was
chuck-farthing for my life. That is over, and I have

only weakness to contend against . . . Z-----told me

to leave off wine, to regard myself as 'an old man,'
and to 'sit by my fire/ None of which I wish to do.
. , . As for my general health, as for my consump-
tion, we can learn nothing till Vidal1 sees me, but I
believe the harm is little, my lungs are so tough."

This illness, however, marked the beginning of a
new and protracted period of ill-health, which lasted
with but little intermission until he had left Europe.

Miss Ferrier, his friend's sister, came out at this time
and stayed with them until their return to England,
proving an unfailing support to them in their increasing
troubles. For in the first week in May Stevenson was
attacked with the most violent and dangerous hemor-
rhage he ever experienced. It occurred late at night,
but in a moment his wife was by his side. Being
choked with the flow of blood and unable to speak, he
made signs to her for a paper and pencil, and wrote in
a neat firm hand, "Don't be frightened; if this is death,
it is an easy one," Mrs, Stevenson had always a small
battle of ergotin and a minim-glass in readiness; these
she brought in order to administer the prescribed quan-
tity* Seeing her alarm, he took bottle and glass away
from her, measured the dose correctly with a perfectly
steady hand, and gave the things back to her with a
reassuring smile.

Recovery was very slow and attended by numerous
* HU own extremely clever doctor at Hy&res.

313h                                         tin hopir."
